*    COUNTRY LIFE    *

sister. "What little bird-boy is this?" I asked. "It is my
brother Johnny, sir," she replied; "it is the first day that
he has ever worked; but my father said it was now time
that he did something towards getting his living; and so
he made him a clapper as he sat by the fire at night; and
my mother made him a bag for his dinner; and he was
very proud of his job, and thought he was going to be a
man; but a neighbour who passed this afternoon and
asked him how he liked his task, said he was crying; and
that he said the silence frightened him, and he wished
himself at home again, and so I am going for him; and I
dare say he is tired enough."

'I have heard of boys tending cattle in the Scottish
dales, where they have no hawthorn hedges as we have,
because they say "they harbour birds and other vermin",
but they make hedges of old women and children; that
is, they set them to keep the cattle from the corn. I have
seen the boys trying all schemes to while away the time;
hopping, leaping, striding this way and that, cutting the
turf with their knives into their names, and the names
of their dogs; and twisting the shapes of their faces into
other shapes; bowling stones; and singing and shouting
at the top of their voices; while their clever dogs kept
their eye upon the cattle, and did the actual business of
the day... .

There are children that are set to pick up a few pence
by watching at a gate, to open it for travellers. I know a
gate on a distant heath where a little girl is commonly to
be found. She goes there after breakfast, takes her din-
ner, and stays till night. As you approach, you see her
seated on a bank, or peeping from behind the gate-post;
and whether you ride or walk, she opens the gate.
Sometimes she prevails on two or three of her play-
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